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■ L " 1 harlie let out a huff when he saw the rainclouds. 3 
| Wm “Not today,” he whined. “The guys and I were going 

to play football.” He was standing outside with his 
father who was just getting into his car to go to 
work. His father slammed the car door, and rolled 
down the window. “You’ll just have to find something to do 
indoors.” He paused for a second. “I’ve got it. There’s a new 
exhibit from Egypt at the museum. Why don’t you go?” 

“Thanks, Dad,” Charlie replied, sarcastically. 

His father shrugged. “Well, I tried,” he said. 

Charlie watched his father drive off, then went inside and 
flopped down on a well-worn easy chair. The newspaper was on 
the coffee table, and Charlie absentmindedly began to flip 
through it, when an article about the Egyptian exhibit 
caught his eye. A moment later he was on the phone to his 
friend Sean. 

“It sounds really cool!” he said. “There’s a real mummy on 
loan to the local museum. _ / 1 









} f%en he 
:’s nothing 

harlie and Sean were 
lobby. Sean had 
n and Kristy to join them. 

>n, walking up to them, 
a,” Sean responded. “Hi 
tied to a young girl coming 
volving door. 

(led. “Let’s go and see this 
she said. “Maybe he’s cute.” 



s soon as they entered the 
museum, the friends made a 
beeline for the Egyptian room, 
where the mummy lay. 
cool!” Gordon exclaimed, leaning 
railing. The sarcophagus was 
making it easier for them to see 
ivelled body inside, 
lid Kristy, turning away. The 
the dark colour of swamp 
ed cloth hung from it, and 
S of hair were plastered 
• y to the skull. 






“Yep,” 

Charlie said 
with a smile. 

“There he is... in 
the flesh, so to speak.” 

Kristy giggled, then went over 
to read the sign on the wall beside 
the display. “It says here that he 
was an Egyptian prince and a nasty char- 
acter. A lot of people disappeared during 
his reign and... Yuck!” she shrieked in dis- 
gust. “He was accused of draining blood 
from others. It says he thought the life 
force of his victims would keep him young, 
so he could live forever. When he got 
caught, they killed him by draining away 
all his blood.” 

“Freaky.” Sean gazed in awe at the dry 
corpse. “So much for living forever. He’s as 
dead as a doornail.” 

Gordon widened his eyes. “Maybe not. 
Perhaps,” he kidded in a deep, heavily 
accented voice, “perhaps he is merely 
sleeping. And when the 
moon is full he will awake 
and take his revenge.” 
Charlie stared at the 
mummy. “Maybe Gordon’s 
he mused 



“Uh-uh. 
They dug up 
this guy nearly a year ago and 
he hasn’t moved a muscle... full 
moon or not.” 

“Maybe conditions weren’t right,” 
Gordon joked. “Or maybe he really does 
get out of his coffin and stalk the city at 
night. He can’t be watched every minute, 
so there’s no way of knowing for sure.” 
“Yes there is!” Charlie said, excitedly. 
“We could stay over tonight and watch 
him! Looks like the old guy could do with 
some company, anyhow.” 

Gordon shook his head. “No, my mum 
expects me home by supper time. Besides, 
the guards won’t let us stay here all night.” 
“You can call your mum and say you're 
spending the night at my house,” Charlie 
reasoned. “And those guards won’t be any 
problem. We can hide in the toilets until 
they lock up. The museum doesn't 
have a night watchm: 



we want to get 

Charlie grinned. ' 
the delivery entrance,” 
has found it open a couple 
check to make sure it is 

“The alarm system will go o 
through the window,” Gordon pi 
“So what?” Sean said, grinning. “ 
be long gone by then. I say we do it.” 
“Go on,” Charlie coaxed. “It’ll be fui 
Gordon and Kristy looked at ea 
and nodded. Then they each 
phone home. 



D he guard opened the clo 
door and stepped inside 
final check before closing fi 
night. Standing up on the t 
the last cubicle, Charlie held his b 
Finally the guard let the door swii 
and Charlie let out a big sigh. 
Gordon, in cubicles either sid 
did the same. They waited, the 
toed to the door and peered i 
"He’s gone,” Sean wb 
Then all of a sudden 
"Somebody’s coming!” 

The boys press 
the wall ; 

.. 
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“Maybe we won’t,” Gharlie said softly. “Oh, "no!’ 
“There are bars across the window that are turned him 
bolted from the outside. That must have to hold bach 
been my uncle’s idea.” Sean was 

“So now what are we going to do?” white and hi 
Kristy moaned. 

Charlie jumped off the crate, snagging 
the sleeve of his dark blue sweater. “We’ll 
have to call somebody to come and get us,” 
he said finally. “We can use the pay phone 
in the lobby.” 

“Wait!” Gordon held up his hand. “I 
heard something. Hey... where’s Sean?” 

Kristy pointed a trembling finger 
towards the door that led back into the 
main part of the museum. “I - 1 thought he 
said he was going to the toilet, right?” she “I don’t bi 
stammered. a gasp, bareh 

“Well, he’s been gone a long time,” - look at the 
■ Charlie said. “We must look for him.” a better look 



;mg there must be some air coming in 
she from a vent,” he guessed, 
we “Well, I’ve had enough,” Gordon said 
on’t firmly. “You can call me chicken if you 
want, but I’m leaving.” 

in,” “I’m with Gordie,” Kristy agreed. “You 
go guys can stay, but I’m going home. 
Where’s that window, Charlie?” 

Sean looked at Charlie. “They’re right,” 
he said. “There’s no point in doing this if 
it isn’t any fun. Let’s go.” 

Charlie finally agreed, then led them 
through the shadowy Egyptian room, down 
a series of halls, and out the back to the 
delivery entrance. “There it is,” Charlie 



“It’s only 





I he life-sucking • creature tossed He was in pretty bad shape, too. Droplets 
I Gordon’s body aside and clumsily of sweat stung his eyes, but he was afraid to 
I began to struggle from the sar- brush them away. 

I cophagus. “We’ve got to get out of Everything was very still - too still. 
Charlie yelled, grabbing Kristy by Suddenly, Kristy screeched and began to 

slide from under the bed, feet first. “It's 
ow?” she screamed. “How? We can’t got mv foot!” she cried, clawing at the 

floor. 

e grotesque being drew in a raspy, Charlie grabbed on to her hands, but he 
red breath that sounded like the wind could feel her slipping away from him. 
ig dotvn the corridors of an ancient Then all at once, Kristy was wrenched out 
It threw back its head and howled, of his grasp. 

g its newly rejuvenated arms into the Covering his ears to block out the sound 
ten it stopped as if to listen. Slowly it of her tortured struggle, Charlie knew 
cl from one side to another. there was nothing he could do. Then he 

an it see us?” Kristy whispered. felt something brush his own foot. “It’s 

answer, the thing turned toward looking for me!” his mind shrieked. He 
, moving awkwardly in their kicked at the mummy’s fingers and rolled 

out from the other side of the bed. 

2t’s rush it, then split off to either In the dim light from a wall display, he 
if it,” Charlie whispered. And with no could see that the mummy’s body was 
choice, the two of them raced almost completely renewed. All it needed 
ds the mummy, then skirted round it. was the life force of one more victim. But 
dashed for the bank of telephones in Charlie was determined to defy the mon- 
obby, then stood there helplessly, ster. Dashing toward the main hall, he 
ler had any change. could see that the windows were barred 

larlie turned his pockets inside out there, too. He knew the front door was his 
inly came up with dollar bills. only chance. He had to go for it, or the 

B mummy would find him sooner or later. 

Making up his mind, he picked up a 
chair and tossed it into a tall glass 
display that housed early farm J 

tools. The glass shattered, 
showering the room with 
sharp splinters that bit 
through Charlie’s 

trainers. He inched ^ 4 i 4 rj 

towards the dis- 



began to scream into the night. “It’s a lot more than just a break-in 

“Open! Please open!” Charlie cried. partner answered. He pointed to a 
Without turning, he could sense that the just inside die front door, 
thing was behind, perhaps only inches The female officer gasped and ti 
away. He could smell the stench of some- away. There, wearing a dark blue s\v 
thing that had ceased liv ing many centuries were the remains of a body - it was t 
ago... something that shouldn’t be walking dry and withered, 
the earth again, but was. He felt the lock “There are three more inside,” an 
snap and suddenly give way. The door flew officer said, stepping out through the 
open and a rush of cold air burst in. “This is impossible! What could havt 

|E» The female officer glanced up. “Tl 

SjMW | at least one person out there who kn 

she said solemnly. “And we’re gpu 

■S&fl he first police car flew into the From among the shadows on a fo 
i I parking lot and screeched to a overlooking the museum, something 








Time trippers 



OURHWTEDWRIJD 



From France we bring you 
tales of weird beasts, 
time travel and trips on 
the high wire! 



They were frightened by a cloaked 
man with a face horribly scarred by 
smallpox, but were directed away 
from him by another gentleman. 
Later they discovered that their 
guide had appeared through a door 
that had been blocked up for years. 
Finally, Anne saw King Louis’s wife, 
Marie Antoinette, sketching! 

History books showed that the 
gardens the women walked through 
were just as they had been in the 
late 1700s. Had the two women 
travelled through time? 



In 1901 two English women, Anne 
Moberly and Eleanor Jourdain, 
visited the Palace of Versailles. It 
was over a hundred years after 
King Louis XVI of France had lived 
there, but the women became quite 
convinced that they had slipped 
back in time. 

While looking for a pavilion in 
the gardens, Anne and Eleanor 
became lost. They saw and spoke to 
several people who appeared to be 
wearing clothes that were in fashion 
when King Louis XVI was alive. 

► As Anne and b 

Eleanor walked 

gardens at ‘ C ‘ 

Versailles, they j ‘ : -- 

were overcome I V /'' 
by a strange 
feeling of sadness. 

Eleanor felt as l ; 
though she was 
sleepwalking. i 

Could they have ^ 

experienced a I 
timeslip? 



A Anne Moberly 



, PAWS' 

Versailles 



Weird happenings 

ON THE HIGH WIRE 



St.Etienne 
Lozere . 



months living on a high wire 25 
metres above the town of Saint 
Etienne. While he was up there, 
Henri walked 500 kilometres up and 
down the wire to keep fit. Most 
extraordinary of all, however, was 
how he managed to sleep on a board 
that was not fixed in any way, but 
simply balanced on the wire. Rolling 
over in his sleep would have been 
enough to send the highwire 
supremo plunging to his death, but 
he slept peacefully, even through 
thunderstorms and high winds. 



A Eleanor Jourdain 



Beastly slaughter 



The Gevaudan district in Lozere, south-east France, was 
the scene of a series of horrific murders between 1764 
and 1767. The victims tended to be women and children 
whose bodies were ripped apart and, sometimes, 
devoured! The suspect was a huge, wolf-like creature. 

As panic spread, master huntsmen were despatched to 
destroy the creature. In 1765, a massive black wolf was 
slain, but relief was short-lived as the ghastly killings 
l continued. The horror finally ended when another 
A huge wolf was killed at Mount Chauvet in 1767. 

Was it a real wolf 



or could it have been a 
werewolf? After all. the Chauvet wolf had been 
shot with a s^yer bullet blessed by a priest - t 
only sui 



A In 1965, Rochatain broke the world 
record for tightrope walking when he 
walked one mile over a dam near Saint 
Etienne. It took him 2V» hours. 



a werew 



UFO 

bonanza 

Rural France went 
UFO crazy in 
1954. In less than 
two months, 1 56 
sightings of 
landed UFOs were 
reported! 






5 Inside, they discovered that the cottage 
was far more luxurious than any of them 
had been expecting. From the kitchen they 
found the makings of a midnight feast. Then 
they all took hot baths and fell into bed. 



HOLIDAY 



A student friend told 
a friend of mine... 



1 ...that her parents had bought an 
old cottage in the French 
countryside and she and some college 
friends had decided to visit it. Claire 
had a rough map of how to find the 
cottage and a key. But her parents 
warned her the lock was very stiff. 



6 Early next morning, Claire 
was the first to wake. 
Downstairs the place was a 
mess, but she decided to leave 
it and go and explore. 



7 Just down the road, she discovered 
another cottage. Building rubble 
was piled outside and when she 
peered through the dusty windows 
she saw that the rooms were bare. 



2 It was a long drive from 
Paris, and it was pitch dark 
by the time they needed to use 
the sketch map. They turned on 
to a rough, winding track and 
bumped along with only the 
headlamps to guide them. 



8 A horrible thought dawned on 
her. She felt in her pocket and 
found the key from — 1 

the night before. /T* 1 I 

She tried it in ^1 r\\ IJsV 1 
the lock and f 1 

found that it ^ 

turned quite 1 ''A Jyf 

easily. \ 



3 Suddenly they spotted a 
cottage, set back from the 
road - just as it was shown on 
the map. With relief they piled 
out of the car. Claire struggled 
to turn the key in the front 
door, but couldn't get it to turn. 
Her friends all tried, but no one 
could open the door. 



4 Their happiness at arriving quickly turned 
to despair. Then there was a shout from 
the back of the cottage - one of the lads 
had managed to prise open a window and 
announced they could easily climb in. 



9 Inside, she found a not* from her 
parents, warning her about the 
wealthy, unpleasant neighbours. As she 
read it. she heard a car coming up next 
door's drive... 










eport from Army 

Sat thirty soldiers . 

the other tro^ 
Rather then wait b 
we decided to attach^ 
second, we leapt fro 
England!" Racing f°r» 
great troop of men 
our small band tow® 
fell or fled for the. 

dead appeared to ham 

_ cVsd who t 

priS °nf d Sen, for 

h ° rSe Sieved t 
we really ben= 

and brought 



Evidence no: 6U 

Book cover 



Evidence no: 60/3 

Mons, in Belgium, 
as it looks today. 



of Mons 



RESEARCHER’S BACKGROUND NOTES: 

In the 1914-1918 waiyihe Allied troops 
were retreating from the vast German 
army, which was marching to Paris. The 
Times reported that nothing could save 
these soldiers. Then, after a National Day of 
Prayer, the troops’ lives were miraculously 
saved! Two officers sent me the clearest 

I 

accounts of two separate events at Mons. 



Record of personal evidence 

Report from Army Officer y 

en we heard the German cavalry h h- 
no time f or our small troop t ^ a £® Iund us, there was 
exp ting to be massacred. But then C ° Ver ' We turned, 
luminous golden cloud with a disS T SaW that « 
between us and the enemy, fey of uf had appeared 
J a 1 " 9 cloud ' unarmed Jd Li n “ 13els within 

up ih 1 u bY the e “ie cloud, the ZZ ae 
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surrendered, saying that thl- j' ^ Gennans 
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Miracle at Mons? 

have 1 haUuchTatioSs of lov^ 0 ™ SOldlers oft en 
courage. But the apparitions at Mons wf? ^ 
- 

the visions were of angels nb 
howmen or even St. 

appearance certainly saved the lives 
Of many grateful men. 
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Evidence no: 60/2 

[ Cover of a musical 
score for a waltz 
named after the 
vision. 
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SERIAL 



a Chapter A 

®'Mantomtt(pcra 

' Retold from the story by Gaston Leroux 




R 



aoul spent the next day preparing 

Frvi- tl-waiv irviivrw^v T ntor tlicit ^ 



Levelling he was in his seat at the 
opera house to hear Christine sing for 
the last time. The performance was a 
triumph. Christine had never sounded 
so perfect. But no one was prepared for 
what happened next. As she came to 
the very last line of her part, the star of 
the show simply disappeared! 

Raoul raced backstage to find that 
the managers, scene shifters and other 
singers were completely baffled. An 
immediate search was ordered and the 
police were called. Along with everyone 
else, Raoul was questioned but he wise- 
ly refrained from mentioning the 
Phantom. He knew from experience 
that tales of ghosts did not go down 
well with the authorities. 

As he left the managers’ office, he 
was stopped by a man in colourful 
robes. It was the Persian again. 

“Christine is in great danger and 
only 1 can help you find her,” he told 
Raoul. “I have had dealings with the 
Phantom in the past and I know many 
of his tricks. I hope you have not told 
the police anything about him.” 

Raoul assured the Persian that he 
had said nothing about the Phantom. 

“We must start by going through the 
mirror in Christine’s dressing room,” 
advised the Persian. “It is the way to the 
Phantom’s house.” Raoul remembered 
how Christine had seemed to disappear 



through the mirror. As they made their 
way to her room, the Persian explained 
that the mirror was, in reality, a revolv- 
ing door. “We just need to find the 
mechanism which turns it,” he added. 
The Persian then grunted in triumph as 
he found a raised part of the patterned 
wallpaper. Pressing it, the mirror swung 
round and the two men walked through 
to find themselves in a dark passage. 

“Follow me,” said the Persian. “And 
please be as quiet as possible.” 

Raoul crept along behind his 
strange guide as he was led through a 
maze of passages under the stage of the 
great opera house. He saw stage 
machinery, storage areas for scenery, 
the heating furnace and the weird 
devices used for sound effects. T1 
gradually left these familiar 
areas behind 
them. 



Underlined words are explained in WORD POWER. 







The passages grew dark and 
damp and Raoul remembered Christine 
speaking of crossing an underground lake. 

“That is the way the Phantom will expect 
us to come,” said the Persian. “But my route 
leads behind the lake.” The Persian stopped 
at a paved area. Feeling with his fingertips 
along a crack between two stones, he 
pressed a spring and the slab slid sideways 
to reveal a dimly lit room beneath them. 

“I will drop down first and then you 
must follow me,” he said. As Raoul landed 
beside the Persian, the slab in the ceiling 
closed, shutting off their means of escape. 

The Persian held up his lantern and 
Raoul gasped. They were in a six-sided 
room and all six walls were made of mirrors! 
In one corner was a huge, metal tree whose 
reflection bounced off the mirrored walls, 
giving the appearance of a forest. Eveiy way 
he turned, Raoul saw reflections of himself 
and the Persian, multiplied into infinity! 

“We are in his torture chamber,” said the 
Persian. “One of these walls is a door which 
leads into his house - somewhere there 
must be a secret spring which releases the 
mechanism.” 






WORP POWER. 

hallucinate - see tilings that 
don’t exist 

delirious - mind wandering, light- 
headed, slightly mad 
marrow - the soft centre in bones 
sodden - soaking wet 
mutel y - silently, dumbly 



As they started to 
search for it they heard voices. It was the 
Phantom talking to Christine. “You must 
choose, my dear. Is it to be the w'edding 
march or the funeral march?” 

Raoul pressed his ear against one of the 
mirrors but the sound came from elsewhere. 
The Phantom was urging Christine to agree 
to their marriage. “If you refuse me, I shall 
destroy everyone. I must leave now, but you 
have until midnight tomorrow to decide!” 



W hen the Phantom had left, Raoul 
called to Christine through the 
wall: “Can you hear me? The 
Persian and I are here to rescue you. Tap on 
the wall where the door is and we will find 
the secret spring." 

“I cannot move,” wailed Christine. “He 
has tied me up because I tried to kill myself 
last night, but I will try' to get him to untie 
me. He keeps the key to the door in a small 
bag in the next room.” A little later, the two 
men in the torture chamber heard the 
Phantom return and Christine pleading to 
be untied. Finally the Phantom agreed. 

“I shall only be in the next room,” he 
told her. “I am going to compose the final 
part of my wedding march.” Then, while he 
was playing the organ, Christine crept into 
the room and slipped the key in to her 
pocket. But the Phantom looked round and 
noticed that the small bag had gone. 

“Alia! So you want to see who is in my 
torture chamber!” he screamed at her. 
“Shall I take a look? Or shall I let you see?” 
Christine begged to look for herself and 
she climbed a ladder to the spy hole while 
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the Phantom mocked her. As she looked in, 
an intense light flooded the mirrored room. 

“There is no one there,” lied Christine. 

While the Persian looked for the hidden 
spring to release the door, their prison was 
suddenly getting hotter and hotter and 
Raoul began to hallucinate . The bright, 
merciless light shone down as if they were in 
a desert. Was that an oasis of cool water 
ahead - or was it just a mirage? Raoul felt as 
if he was going mad. He screamed for water 
and pointed at the never-ending reflec- 
tions. As he did so, the Persian spotted a 
tiny nail head between two floorboards. 

“Just the kind of trick the Phantom 
would play,” he thought, pressing the nail. 
Part of the floor opened and a blast of cool 
damp air refreshed them. A set of stone 
stairs led down into a vast dungeon. Huge, 
circular shapes stood along the wall. Then, 
as their eyes grew used to the darkness, 
Raoul realised that they were barrels. 

“It must be the Phantom’s wine cellar!” 

The two men worked feverishly at one of 
the cork bungs, but when at last it was free, 
gunpowder - not wine - trickled out! 

“So this is how the Phantom plans to kill 
everyone, by blowing up the opera house 
and all its inhabitants!” said the Persian. 

The two men climbed back into the now 
darkened torture chamber. Was the twelve 
o’clock deadline approaching? They had 
been so delirious in the heat that they had 
no idea how much time had passed. 

“Phantom!” screamed the Persian. 
“Remember how I once saved your life?” 

Christine called through the wall, “The 
Phantom is raving at me to agree to out- 
marriage. In five minutes it will be mid- 
night and I must give him my answer. I 



must choose between two handles. One is a 
scorpion, the other a grasshopper...” She 
was interrupted by the Phantom’s return. 

“So you two are still alive in there,” he 
called to the trapped men. “It is time for 
Christine to choose between the scorpion 
which stings and the grasshopper which 
jumps sky high.” With these words he let out 
a dreadful laugh which froze the listeners’ 
bones to the very marrow . 

Raoul entreated, “Christine! Don’t turn 
the grasshopper handle!” for he was think- 
ing of the gunpowder which could indeed 
blow them all sky high! On the stroke of 
midnight Christine called out, 

“I have turned the scorpion.” 



T he two men waited nervously in the 
chamber - but then a hissing sound 
made them look round. Water was 
welling up from the flooded dungeon. The 
barrels of sodden gunpowder, floating in 
the water, could no longer be used to blow 
up the opera house. The water rose higher, 
swiftly covering the chamber floor. 

Before long, Raoul and the Persian had 
to swim to keep their heads above water. 
They scrabbled vainly against the slippery 
mirrored walls, trying to anchor themselves. 
Then they reached the branches of the iron 
tree, to which they clung desperately. 

“Christine... Christine!" was Raoul’s last, 
pleading cty before he lost consciousness. 

When the Persian came round, he was in 
the Phantom’s home. Raoul lay nearby. 
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THE END 
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“Are you quite recovered?” the Phantom 
asked. “My wife will give you some water.” 
Christine mutely offered the Persian a drink. 

“You are both safe now,” continued the 
Phantom. “Soon, to please my wife, I shall 
take you up to the surface.” The Persian fell 
once more into an exhausted sleep. When 
he awoke, he was back in his own bedroom. 

“You were found asleep, propped up 
near the front door,” his servant told him. 



O nce he was strong enough, the 
Persian went to look for Count 
Raoul and Christine, but no one 
had seen either of them. Returning home, 
the servant quietly informed the Persian 
that there was an ‘unusual’ visitor waiting 
for him in his room. 






The Persian entered and there, 
against the mantelpiece, was the 
himself. But he was a changed man. His 
rible face was covered by a mask of white 
wax and his voice was weak and shaky. 

“I must tell you that I am dying,” he told 
the Persian. “Dying of love. I have kissed 
Christine - she looked so beautiful.” 

“For pity’s sake! Tell me if she and Count 
Raoul are alive or dead!” cried the Persian. 

“When I kissed her, she was alive," 
answered the Phantom. “And she has saved 
your lives. She pleaded with me to spare 
you both. Only if I did would she consent to 
be my wife. Then, when I agreed - and 
despite my terrible face - she gave me a 
kiss. Even my own mother could never 
bring herself to do that. I felt Christine’s 
warm tears flow on to my face but she did 
not run away from me. Only then did I 
realise how great her love must be for that 
young man. Her kiss made me understand 
that I could do nothing other than release 
her to him. They have left France and 
returned to Christine’s own country, where 
they will be married.” 

The Phantom staggered and nearly fell 
over. “I was shot recently and I feel that my 
end is near. I must go now, my friend, but I 
will let you know when I die.” 

Three weeks later, the Persian opened 
his newspaper to read the fateful announce- 
ment: ‘The Phantom is dead.’ 
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most often rum up. Many 
ancient historical 
underground 
ore usually 
at night. 



■< EARLY CIRCLES? 

A pamphlet from 
1678 blames a 

for a 
strange pattern 
appearing in an oat 
field in England. 
A/as this an early 
crop circle? 



A ON A GRAND SCALE 

This kebab-style pattern appeared in fields at 
Alton Barnes, Wiltshire, in the summer of 1 990 



Crop circles are patterns 
which mysteriously 
appear in growing fields 
of corn - or in wild, 
grassy areas. The patterns 
can be simple circles or 
complicated geometric 
designs. Some arc Just a 
couple of 

others as wide os 300 metres! 

The flattened crops are 
usually undamaged and 
continue to grow 
normally, but in a 
horizontal direction. 

With most crops, It's 
Impossible to bend the 
stalks without breaking 
them. Yet In a crop circle, 
the bent stalks ate neotly 
swirled in o clockwise or anti- 
clockwise direction without being broken. 
Sometimes, the seed-heods are knorred together 
so much that it's 
impossible to 
untangle them. 





HEDGEHOGS NOT THE ANSWER! 

Don'r be surprised if your composs goes crazy in 
o crop circle! This often happens, and experts soy 
that whatever force creates the circles also affects 
the Earth's magnetism within them. 

UFOs, static electricity, even rampant hedge- 
hogs hove all been suggested as causes of the 
crop circles. Some people believe that it is the 
Earth itself which is causing them, and that they 
are a warning for humans to clean up their act in 
caring for the planet. The most scientific explana- 
tion is that they could be made by small local 
whirlwinds. 

Experts in agriculture, geology, magnetic 
forces and aviation are, for once, in agreement 
- none of them can say for sure how these pat- 
terns have been created! Even if we don’t yet 
understand what force creates crop circles, or 
why, most people seeing them believe that their 
lives have been changed for the better by these 
strange and beautiful creations. 



HOAXERS EXPOSED 
Although a few circles have been created as 
practical jokes, hoaxers' efforts are usually 
shown to be fakes. No one has ever 
managed to copy exactly the complicated 
structure of a genuine crop circle. 



< JAPANESE COPIES 
Schoolboys made 
these circles in 
Kasuya-gun, Japan - 
but you don't need 
to be an expert to 
spot the wobbly 
difference between 
these and the real 
thing! 



▲ KEY-LIKE PATTERN 

Another pattern in Wiltshire looks almost like 
a technical drawing. 

CEREAL GETS SERIOUS 
The public, the police and the Royal Air Force 
have reported seeing coloured lights and even 
disc-shaped UFOs above fields where crop 
circles are later discovered. Some witnesses 
describe o strange, humming noise in the air. 
Farmers soy that their dogs often bark wildly or 
that farm animals become noisy during the 
night, as if disturbed by something unusual. 
Then, next morning, a brand new crop 
circle is found in a nearby field! 

< PERFECT GEOMETRY 

This breathtakingly complicated 

design appeared at Windmill Hill, 

Wiltshire, in 1996. 



